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Friends Don't Leave Friends Lonely 


Author's Notes: 
So thanks to the encouragement of the fabulous Jmbullet, I've decided to post another one of my bandfics 


here. If this seems familiar, it's because | copied it from my Sabaton Stories on Quotev. 


Joakim Brodén sat on the couch of the tour bus, scrolling through some pictures of the band that fans 
had taken. He paused on one of Par, his best friend holding his Swedish flag bass- the Swedish War Machine. He 


smiles, remembering that Par had stumbled and landed on his ass a moment after the photo of him was taken. 


"What are you so radiant about?" A voice says, one that Joakim instant recognizes as Hannes Van Dahl, 
their drummer. 


"Nothing, nothing," Joakim says quickly, turning the screen of his iPhone off. "Just looking at pictures of 
Par, and his epic fail He laughs after saying that, and rememebers how his laugh was compared to thunder 
by Thorbjérn a long while ago. 


Hannes giggles slightly, and Joakim catches a whiff of alcohol off his breath. 


"That explains the giggling compared to his normal eyebrow raise," Jocke thinks. "You guys are drinking 
already? Take it to a bar. Leave the unconscious ones there, they'll be returned eventually," Jocke says, 
smirking. Hannes snorts, and moves from the living-room-area to the bunks, yelling about running over to a 
nearby bar. Everyone but Par follows Hannes to the bar, but Par stayed behind. He climbs from his bunk, and 
over to where Joakim was sitting on the tiny couch. "They're like a herd of rhinos when they leave, aren't 


they, Jocke?" 


"Yes, they are," Joakim says. "Though, after that last show, I'm barely awake." He yawns, and Par catches 
a glimpse down Joakim's cavernous throat, and he is reminded of a lion. Par moves away from the doorway to 
allow Joakim to get by. Joakim wasn't really that tired, he just wasn't in the mood to talk or joke at the 
moment. He shuffles into his bunk below Pär's, hoping Par wouldn't get in his and jump around. Erasing the 
worry from his head, he shoves himself against the wall. Just as he was getting comfortable, he feels a 
weight behind him. Before he can react with a string of curses and a punch, he smells Pär's "Parfume", as 
they call it. "And what do you think you're doing?" He asks, looking over his right shoulder at the man nearly 
spooning him, confused and his anger still ebbing away. 


"Im lonely, you're lonely, and you're unnaturally warm, Joakim," Par mumbles, digging his face into Jocke's 


shoulder. 


"I's hard to argue with you, Par. So yes, you may come into my bunk and.. Oh. You're already here," he 
says sarcastically. Par smacks the back of his head, and cuddles closer to Joakim. After a few minutes of 
playful insults and banter, they eventually fall asleep. When the other members return, they glance in Jocke's 
bunk, seeing the two cuddling like normal, and don't say anything, they just collapse in their bunks, out cold. 
The last comprehensible thought Hannes has is how cute they looked together. 


